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** Jt were treason to our love
And a sin to God above,
One iota to abate
Of a pure, impartial hate."

Love is not blind, nor yet forgiving. "O yes,
believe me," as the song says, " Love has eyes !"
The nearer the intimacy, the more cuttingly do
we feel the unworthiness of those we love; and
because you love one, and would die for that love
to-morrow, you have not forgiven, and you never
will forgive, that friend's misconduct If you want
a person's faults, go to those who love him. They
will not tell you, but they know. And herein lies
the magnanimous courage of love, that it endures
this knowledge without change.

It required a cold, distant personality like that
of Thoreau, perhaps, to recognise and certainly to
utter this truth ; for a more human love makes it
a point of honour not to acknowledge those faults
of which it is most conscious. But his point of
view is both high and dry. He has no illusions ;
he does not give way to love any more than to
hatred, but preserves them both with care like
valuable curiosities. A more bald-headed picture
of life, if I may so express myself, has seldom
been presented. He is an egoist; he does not
remember, or does not think it worth while to
remark, that, in these near intimacies, we are